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racquet outside where it was ruined by rain. She bought him an-
other without a word of reproach. To this day I've never owned a
tennis racquet or a pair of skis. In Tim's boyhood and mine, our
playground was a city street. Our sports equipment consisted of a
crooked stick and an old tin can. Henrietta insists that I favor our
sons above her son. It isn't true. Whenever I buy toys for our young-
sters—I always choose something simple—I bring some trifle to
John. But I don't want any of the three to be spoiled. It's a tough
world they're growing up in.
In my opinion Henrietta herself is spoiled. She has everything any
woman could want. Frequently when she asks for money I double
the amount she says she needs. She doesn't thank me. Instead she is
likely to flare up, bewail her loss of independence, and announce
she wishes she had her old job back In our circumstances, it would
be ridiculous for my wife to work.
I've given Henrietta a beautiful home and beautiful furnishings,
I've given her a car, and she can charge all the gasoline she wants. I
give her beautiful clothes; I would give her jewelry if she would
wear it. I've hired a nurse to look after the children so she can be
free to fool around with college classes, run errands for me, and see
those sparkling friends she is always urging me to meet.
Still she isn't satisfied. She is aggrieved by my family; she went
into a frenzy when she found out I had overlooked transferring to
her name insurance policies that had been in force for years. In this
connection, I have a grievance, too. I strenuously object to my wife
meddling in my business affairs and prying into my private papers,
then offering me unsolicited and silly advice. Henrietta has no com-
prehension of money matters.
Henrietta talks constantly about her integrity. Yet she wants me
to destroy my own integrity by ignoring all I owe to my people. My
good fortune is not a personal possession. My financial success be-
longs to the family too. I have a moral obligation that Henrietta re-
fuses to acknowledge. I love our sons and I love Henrietta. Weeks
ago she moved out of our bedroom. I miss her, but I have no inten-
tion of humiliating myself by asking her to return. That will have to

